Aſadand deplorable loving Elegy conlſe- 


crared to the living memory of his belt aſ- 
"ſured friend, the generally beloved, M. Kichard 


yan deceaſed, late his Majeſties Proctor for 


che hieh Court of the Admiralty. Who 'de= 
parted this life at hi houſe at Bryl in Buckin= 
bamſhire,on thurſaay the 16, of 


Auguſt laſt 1638. 


>n83g90 | may be good to live, but well tolive 
MB] («WV ls ſuch a Good, as few men can Achieve: 
LAS The more we live, the more we do offend, 
ESSd>s | he way to Heav'n's a good and ſpeedyend: 
Tt Almighty Landlord (whodorh all things ſway, 
Dorn let mans Soule a Tenement of clay, 
And Man is no Free-holder, but is ſtill 
A T[enanr only at the Landlords will. 
They are bat Leaſes,rill our Lives expire, 
And haxkes 18 all the Rent God doth require. 
Andiuch a one was He, of whom I write, 
Waoliv'd asever in His makers fight : 
Who day and night did h»x#bly pay his rent 
Of thankes and praiſe for his fraile Tenement. 


Notonly words, but reall deedes declar'd 
His fove, H1s Zeale, ODCAtence Anu Fegara 


He ow'd to God and Man, tocach degree 

His Heart, bs Hand,4s pen and putſe were free. 
The poore mans Patron in diſtreſſed ſtate, 
Therich mans patterne, how to imitate. 

_ Religion was His Pilot, and did ſteere 

His courſe of life, and all hzs actions here. 

With courage daily he did Death dehie, | 

His heart was fix*d on 1mmortality ; 

Andone good precepr, never he forgor, 

To uſe the World,as if heeuſ'd it not. 

Wherefore th'Almighty (in His gracious Doome, ) 
Harh pluck d hiz here, from 1lls that are to come. 
The poore h 7ve greateſt loſſe, they weeping know, 
He would not ſay God helpe, but help'd their woe. 
The State hath loſt a Servant of great Truft, 

His friends have loſt a friend affured, juſt. 

His vertuous wife and children, great and ſmall, 
Brother and liſters, Kin, in generall_ 

Have all receiv d alofle, ſo great that we 

Can never hope that it repair'd ſhalbe. 

But I have loſt afriend, beyond a brother, 

Forl nere had.nor ſhall have ſuch another. 

Puc herc*s our comfort, though grim Death aſſail'd hzae, 
His Faith,hzs tryſt, and confidence nere fail'd him: 
And though wr all have loſt hi»e,God hath found him, 
And with etertall happineſſe hath crown dhime. 


TohnT aylor, 


